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ultimatum had expired ; the <c war telegram " went
out to all ships; and Mr. Churchill walked across
to Downing Street to tell the Cabinet. A watcher
on the stairs (who mistook the hour and may have
been mistaken in much else) notes that he wore
" a happy face." He might have, since he had done
his duty.

n

When Great Britain went to war in August, 1914,
Winston Churchill was still under forty and at the
head of the great fighting Service upon which its
outcome would depend. For Britain stood or fell
with the Royal Navy. That was obvious to all
his countrymen. Something was already known
of his contribution to its strength, efficiency, and
readiness; and the public hardly shared his elderly
colleagues* misgivings on the subject of a minister
who seemed to know what he was about* His
cheerful readiness for action might alarm judicial
minds; and the Prime Minister recorded qvjite
indulgently that " Winston, who has got on all his
war-paint, is longing for a sea-fight in the early
hours of the morning to result in the sinking of the
Goeben" But action is required in war-time. After
all, he had specialised in naval matters; and the
time to use his special knowledge had arrived.

His hour had come, since war relegated party politics,
with all the bitterness of Home Rule and the attractions
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